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"lim sick." 

He announced it to the room self-righteously and importantly, as if the world itself should stop spinning 
because it had dared give him; Axl Rose, a chest cold. Izzy ignored him, writing and crossing out lyrics and 
chords in their notebook they shared. Duff and Steven sat on the floor, playing a game of cards Izzy was 
positive Duff had won two hands ago but hadn't let on yet. Slash lay back into a couch cushion, a foot propped 
on the coffee table. He stirred, leaning back further in the couch and the only one to answer him. 

"In the head maybe." 

That got a laugh out of everyone, including Duff who didn’t usually join in when they made fun of him. Axl spat 
an insult back, leaning against the door frame that connected the kitchen and living room in their apartment. 
‘Izzy, | really feel like shit" 

Izzy sighed, closing the notebook shut with a snap. Axl obviously wasn't going to let this go anytime soon He 
looked up at him, Axl wearing sleep shorts and an oversized t-shirt. He hadn't bothered to brush his hair; his 
face a sweaty sheen, Little fucker did look miserable, Izzy thought. Axl was looking at him expectantly, as if he 
could snap his fingers and make him feel better. He shrugged, clearing his throat. 

"Ok, well just go lay back down, you'll be fine.” 

Axl looked disappointed, leaving with a half-hearted eye roll. Izzy went back to his notebook, glancing over the 
top of it as he could feel Duff's glare boring a hole into him. 

"What?" 

Duff shrugged, giving him the silent treatment and patiently waiting for Steven to lay a card down, 

"Damn it, what is it?" 


He flicked through his cards, shrugging again. 

"Is that the best you can do?" 

Izzy tossed the notebook on the table, leaning forward with a grunt. He threw a jealous look over at Slash, who 
was asleep again and not subject to this conversation. He raised an eyebrow at Duff, questioning. Duff sighed, 
laying his deck down and giving Izzy an exasperated look. 

"He's sick Izzy, he has been the past couple of days" 

"So?" 

"So? He wants what everyone wants when their sick, somebody to make them feel better." 

Izzy looked aghast, not enjoying where this conversation was going. 

"You go pet on him then if you're so keen on it!" 

Duff grinned over at Steven, shuffling a new deck. 

"| would, but he asked you. Don't be a dick about it." 

Izzy thought for a moment, standing with a curse. He knew Duff was right, and was damning Axl for putting 
him in this position as he made his way back to his room; kicking the random clothes and objects out of his 
way. He flung the door to Axl's room open, not bothering to knock He switched on the light, Axl throwing an 
arm over his eyes and complaining. 

"Turn it back offl" 

Izzy stood by his bed, taking his disheveled state in. He looked pale, dark circles framing his eyes and a flush to 
his face. Axl was sitting upright, sweaty bangs falling in his face. He must feel bad if he was willing to be seen 
like his. Izzy brushed his bangs aside, laying a cool hand against his forehead, feeling the fever burn against his 
palm. He furrowed his brow, humming as if he were lost in thought. 

"Hmm, just what | thought." 

"What?" 

"You're a dumbass." 

He'd hoped for a laugh; instead, Axl swatted his hand away with a hurt look and flopped back against his pillow, 
sniffling for good measure. Izzy stuffed his hands into his pockets, not sure what to do next. 

"So, what's wrong with you?" 

"l'm hot and cold, my head hurts, my throat hurts, everything hurts." 

Izzy rolled his eyes to the ceiling, Axl still whining and already grating on his nerves. 

‘lm sweaty, l'm hungry, | can't get comfortable." 

He sat down on his bed, ignoring the majority of his hoarse rant but understanding. He'd felt the same when he 
withdrawled, and although he didn't whine as much as Axl had; it hadn't been pretty. He softened a little; 
maybe Duff had been right and it wasn't helping that Axl was laying it on thick and making himself look as 
pitiful as possible. He focused on the one thing that he could fix from his list of complaints. 

"Sounds like the flu, which you'll probably give to me now, thanks for that. Have you eaten anything?" 

Axl huffed miserably, rolling over so his voice was muffled against the pillow. 

"Are you even listening to me? | told you | hadn't! If it was any of you all I'd be helping you, but | guess | get 
nothing! Just fuck me, right? When Steven was in the hospital | was there, when Slash got arrested | was 
there, when you-" 

Izzy cut him off, feeling a little guilty because he knew it was true. 

“Alright Axl alright, just be quiet, okay? I'll get you something to eat. Why don't you go take one of those 
ridiculous baths you like? It might make you feel better." 


Axl looked up at him under his eyelashes, eyes watering with his head laying on his arm. 


"I want to, but | don't feel good enough to get it ready." 

Izzy laughed humorlessly, shaking his head as he realized what was being asked of him. 

"No. Hell no. | am not running a bath for you." 

Axl turned his face back to his pillow, giving him the cold shoulder and coughing so hard Izzy could hear his 
chest rattle. He listened; almost positive he was crying into the pillow now. He could already feel himself caving 
in, giving into what he wanted. Axl had that effect on people; he made you want to do things for him. Izzy 
couldn't understand it, and none of them were immune to it. It could be hard to not give him what he wanted; 
his own personal blend of charisma, childishness, and stubbornness that had gotten him this far. 

"Just this one time. Understand me? Just this one damn time." 

He turned and left the room, hardly believing himself as he began to fill the bathtub. He could hear the others 
in the living room, turning as Duff's tale frame filled the doorway. He snickered, pointing at the bottle in Izzy's 
hands. 

"Aww, you're making him a bubble bath? Somebody really does care." 

"Of course | care about him! | just don't believe in all this; he's spoiled enough as it is." 

And yet, here he was doing it he thought. He finished running the tub, grimacing at the artificial smell of 
lavender. Axl was sitting in the middle of the bed, shirt off and wearing only shorts now, chest still heaving 
with the force of his coughing. Izzy curtly told him his bath was ready, not liking how much his friend was 
tugging at his heart strings. A thought told him Axl knew what he was doing, and he was certain that he did 
but still; he was painting a rather pathetic picture. He stood now in their small kitchen, watching Axl make his 
way slowly to the bathroom, arms crossed over himself. He turned his attention to the cabinets, opening them 
all to find an assortment of bottles, powders and cigarette cartons. He was beginning to get frustrated, talking 
to no one in particular as he searched. 

‘Isn't there any actual food in this place!" 

Steven leaned over the couch arm, yelling into the kitchen. 

"Try under the plate in the second cabinet" 

Oddly specific, but Izzy looked and found a single pack of instant oatmeal. He called out his thanks, mixing the 
pack and heating it in the microwave. The only drink he could find was a half empty bottle of tequila. He found 
the honey he knew Axl used for his throat, mixing it in with the drink; thinking it may help with his sore 
throat. He packed his sorry attempt of a meal back to the bedroom, setting it on his dresser. Not sure what 
to do next, he sat on the bed and lit a cigarette. He smoked idly, Axl coming back a few moments later 
wrapped in a towel and teeth chattering. Not caring Izzy was in the room he dropped his towel, completely 
naked as he searched for clean clothes. Izzy averted his eyes to the ceiling, not letting himself look over the 
skin he had a sudden interest in. The bed dipped as Axl crawled back in, wrapping the sheets around him. Izzy 
handed him the tequila shot, not commenting on the face he made as he drank it. He grimaced again at the 
oatmeal, barely eating it. Izzy didn't know why he expected gratitude, or a thank you. This was Axl after all, 
but still he could have managed to force one out. 

"I know its not much, but its not like we even buy food here." 

He actually had no clue where that pack of oatmeal had come from, and wasn't in the mood to question it. A 
few bites later Axl was laying back down, wrapping the sheet around him even tighter. 

‘lm still cold Izzy." 

He sighed; was his singer five or twenty-five? It was hard to tell the difference sometimes. He'd hoped the 
bath and food would have gotten him off the hook, wishful thinking on his part apparently. 


"Listen l'm not your moth-" 


Izzy stopped himself, biting his retort back. He was going to say not your mother, but he knew his friend had 
never had basic motherly love bestowed upon him. He also knew he was a safe space of sorts for Axl, and had 
been for years. He could manage it for a little while longer, as much as this was making him want to pull his 
hair out. Without another word he marched to his own room, pulling the top sheet off his bed and doing the 
same in the other's rooms; ignoring their protests as he passed them by with a mountain of covers. He threw 
them all on top of Axl, Izzy smiling for the first time as he happily arranged himself underneath them. Axl 
held a corner of a sheet out, inviting him in He paused for a moment, before accepting. Hell, he was in this far; 
what could it hurt? He slid in, uncomfortable in his tight pants and shirt. Axl wiggled into his side, forcing him 
to lay his arm around his shoulders. 

He felt that odd wave of tenderness he sometimes felt for Axl, mostly when he was making an attempt to not 
be a dick to everyone. But he even felt it during his more difficult moments, and it annoyed him as he didn't 
understand it. He moved his bangs aside once more, feeling his forehead again. 

"You still got that fever, huh?" 

Axl nodded, laying snugly against his side. Izzy ran his cool fingers against a hot cheek, actually wishing he felt 
better instead of being indifferent. He was lost in thought, letting Axl lay on him when another fit of coughing 
broke his concentration He made a face, knowing in a couple of days he would be just as sick as Axl was now. 
But the little shit was worth it, wasn't he? When Axl spoke again, his voice sounded ragged and painful. 

"Talk to me, stay with me until | go to sleep." 

Is this what he was brought down to? Telling bedtime stories in the middle of the day? 

"Once upon a time, there was this annoying redhead who pissed off everyone he knew until a wizard magically 
sealed his mouth shut, and then there was peace throughout all the lands." 

Axl laughed against him, not his usual cackle due to his painful throat; but one Izzy was still glad to hear. 
"Fuck you, you know what | mean. Just tell me about something.’ 

Izzy talked to him, of anything that crossed his mind. He'd done this for him before, Axl preferred the voices 
of others to drown out the noise in his own head. He talked softly, running his hand over Axl's shoulder as he 
felt him lull into sleep; interrupted by fits of coughing. He sat there until he was sure Axl was asleep, his 
breathing deep and regular, feeling heavy as he lay on him. He gently got up from the bed, once more running 
the back of his hand in a sweet caress across Axl's cheek. He didn't have to think about that now; that could 
wait for the intrusive thoughts that would make their way to him in the early hours of the morning. He 
walked back out to the living room, Slash and Duff now playing a game of cards through a haze of smoke. 

"Is he alright?" 

Both of them were looking at him, waiting for his answer. Izzy was gathering his wallet and shoes, wandering 
around the room. 

"Yeah, he'll be fine. I'm going out, don't wake him up." 

"You get the baby down for a nap?" 

Slash laughed at his own joke as Duff looked over at him knowingly, both of them cutting their eyes over at 
Izzy as Duff spoke. 

"Oh yeah? Where you going?" 

"To get a few things." 

"Like what?" 

He shook his head, staring up at the ceiling. Why did he have to live with all these dumbasses? What had he 
done to deserve this? 


"Cold medicine, some real food for this place." 


Things he hadn't cared about until now, but that wasn't any of their business. He could still feel their gaze on 
him as he left, beginning to think they were aware of something he wasn't. Whatever, just another thought to 
ignore. He wanted to be back home quickly, get some real food and medicine in Axl. And maybe if he was lucky, 
he'd be invited to lay down beside him again Whatever that meant. 


